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to a lamentably feeble pleasure in mere country
sights and sounds. I love to watch the curious
and beautiful things that go on in every hedge-
row and every field; it is a ceaseless delight
to see the tender uncrumpling leaves of the
copse in spring, and no less a pleasure to see
the woodland streaked and stained with the
flaming glories of autumn. It is a joy in high
midsummer to see the clear dwindled stream
run under the thick hazels, among the lush
water-plants ; it is no less a joy to see the
same stream running full and turbid in winter,
when the banks are bare, and the trees are
leafless, and the pasture is wrinkled with frost.
Half the joy, for instance, of shooting, in which
I frankly confess I take a childish delight, is the
quiet tramping over the clean-cut stubble, the
distant view of field and wood, the long, quiet
wait at the covert-end, where the spindle-wood
hangs out her quaint rosy berries, and the rabbits
come scampering up the copse, as the far-off
tapping of the beaters draws near in the frosty
air. The delights of the country-side grow
upon me every month and every year. I love
to stroll in the lanes in spring, with white
clouds floating in the blue above, and to see